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Rush down upon them in a storm of war.
Hazed are their works ; the fatal sword cuts short
The springing life, while yet the half-formed foe
Lies hid in the frail orb's defenceless round.

War, fatal war, for these dire seeds arose;
Bands breathing slaughter, men and birds hi arms,
And grisly deaths in different forms confused.
Par less the bloody fights which once engaged,
In mock sublime, the bold Mseonian bard,
When noisy war disturbed the marshy realms.
(Dreadful to see !)  Here lay the mangled trunk
Of an expiring mouse, with hostile rushes gored ;
There a maimedffrog in hoarser murmurs croaks.
With one leg lopped he creeps along the field,
Disabled to essay the active leap.

O little mortals, blind in fate! alas,
In an ill hour ye sought those hostile tents.
Now dawns the day that ye shall wish untouched
The eggs and offspring of th' offended fowl.
For with repeated wrongs provoked, the Cranes
Convene a council to consult revenge.
The fierce inhabitants of Strymon's flood,
Of lakey Mareotis, and the banks
Of distant Caister's well-watered meads,
Throng to the general Diet: with them came,
In league offensive and defensive joined,
The borderers of Scythia's frozen shores,
And the remotest Ister's mighty stream.
Slaughters and threatened wounds they meditate j
Sharpen the talons, and their pinions plume;
And whet the fatal beak for future fight:
So great their thirst of blood, so mighty their revenge.
The spring now opens the campaign; aloft
The brave confederated nations rise.
O'er distant tracts of lands and seas disjoined,
Borne on expanded wings, they steer their course.
And now they penetrate the clouds; through storms
And northern snows now force their desperate way.
Air labours with th* unusual waste of plumes,
And the loud cackling fills the concave round.

The din of war no less disturbed the plains,
For there their country's cause provokes to arms
The active Pygmy troops, militiaed out,
In fronted brigades marshalled to the charge.
Two flanking wings secure th' embodied war,
And thick battalions scour the hostile ground.
Impatient for the charge they shake the dart,
And silent meet the horrid front of death.